
the two N oble Kinfmenl 

And prefentty. '•> ' 

Wooer. She would have me ling, 

Doftor. You did fo ? 

Wooer, No. 

Do ft. Twas very ill done then. 

You foould obferve her ev’ry way* 

' Wooer . Alas « 

I have no voice Sir,to confirmc her chat myl 
Do ftor. That's a!lone,ifyee make a noyfe, 

Iffhe intreate againe,doe any thing, 

Lye with her if foeaske you. 

Jay lor, Hoather tDoftor. 

Bettor. Yes m the waie of cure. 
lay lor But firft by your leave 
1’th way of honeftie, 

Doftor. That’s but a nicencffe, 

Nev’r caft your child away for hoaeftie; 

Cure her firft this way, then if fhe-e will be honeft. 

She has the path before her. 

Jay lor, Thanke yee Dottoy. 

Doftor. Pray bring her in 
And let’s lee how foee is. 

lay lor, I will,and tell her 
Her Falamou ftaies for her :But Doftor, 

Me thinkes you are i’th wrong ftill. Exit Jay ter. 

Do ft. <Soe ; goe ; you Fathers are fine Foolesther honefty? 
And we Ihould give her phyficke till we finde that : 
Wooer, Why, doe you thinke the is not honeft Sir / 

Do ft or. How old is flic/ 

Wooer, She’s eighteene. 

Doftor. Shemaybe, 

But that’s all onc,tis nothing to our purpole. 

What ere her Father faies, if you perceavc 
Her moode inclining that way that I {poke of 
Videlicet, the way offlefb, you have me. 

Wooer, Yet very well Sir, 

Do ft or. Pleale her appetite 
And doe it hotne^’t cures her iffi facto t 
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The mellencholly humour that infers her, 

*«"■ 1 “ rf 

Vnter. You’ I finde it fo ; foe comes, pray honour her, 
Jaylor. Come, your Love falamon ftaies for you childc. 
And has done this ionghoure,to vifite you. 

Bauohter.Uhavkc him for his genrle patience. 

He’s a kind Gentleman, and I am much bound to him. 

Did you nev’r fee the borfe he gave me ? 

lay lor. Yes « 

How doe you like him ? 

Jaylor • He’s a very fairc one, 

Baugh. You never faw him dance ? 

Jaylor . No. 

Daugh. I have often. 

He daunces very finely, very comely. 

And f° r a Iigg e = c0me cu ^ and l° n S * ai *c him, 

He tuines ye like a Top. 
jaylor. That’s fine indeede. 

Baugh. Hee’l dance the Morris twenty mile anhoure. 
And that will founder the be ft hobby-hoifc 
(If I have any skill) in all the parifo. 

And gallops to the turne of Light a love. 

What thinke you of thishorfe ? 

Jaylor. Having thefe vertues 
I thinke he might be broght to play at Tennis. 

Baugh. Alas that’ s nothing. 
lay lor, Gan he write and reads too. 

Daugh. Avery fairc hand, and calls himielfe th ’accounts 
Of all his hay and provender : That Hoftler 
Muft rife betime that cozens him ;.you know 
The Cheftnut Mare the Duke has / 
lay lor. Very well. 

Daugh. She is horribly in love with him, poore bcafl. 
But he is like feis mafter coy and fcorncful!. 

Jaylor , What dowry has foe 7 
Daugh. Some two hundred Bottles, , 

And twenty ftrike of Oates:but hec’l nc’jrc have faer-j 
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